hand lying on her covered knee. Then he rose and stood
beside the table agaln^ touching the objects there; then
he returned and sat on the bed. She was reading again,
and he tried to take the book from her hand. She
resisted

"What do you want, Horace?" she asked impa-
tiently.

He mused again while she watched his face. He
looked up. "Belle and I are going to be married/5 he
blurted,

"Why tell me? Harry is the one to tell. Unless you
and Belle are going to dispense with the formality of
divorce.5*

"Yes/5 he said. "He knows it." He laid his hand on
her knee again9 stroking it through the cover, "You
aren't even surprised, are you?"

"Pm surprised at you2 but not at Belle* Belle has a
backstairs nature.5*

"Yes/9 he agreed; then: "Who said that to you?
You didn't think of that yourself.59 She lay with her
book half raised5 watching him. He took her hand
roughly; she tried to free it, but vainly. "Who was it?*5
he demanded.

"Nobody told me. Don't, Horace.59
He released her hand. **I know who it was. It was
Mrs. Du Pre."

"It wasn't anybody/5 she repeated. "Go away and
leave me alone, Horace." And behind the antagonism
her eyes were hopeless and desperate. "Don't you see
that talking doesn*t help any??J>

"Yes/" he said wearily, but he sat for a while yet,
stroking her knee. Then he rose and thrust his hands
into his gowns but turning he paused again and drew
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